IN MEMORIAM                      407

For who can always act ? but he,

To whom a thousand memories call,
Not being less but more than all

The gentleness he seern'd to be,

So wore his outward best, and join'd
Each office of the social hour,,
To noble manners, as the flower

And native growth of noble mind ;

Nor ever narrowness or spite,
Or villain fancy fleeting by,
Drew in the expression of an eye,

Where God and Nature met in light,

And thus he bore without abuse

The grand old name of gentleman,
Defamed by every charlatan,

And soiTd with all ignoble use.

HIGH wisdom holds my wisdom less,
That I, who gaze with temperate eyes
On glorious insufficiencies,
Set light by narrower perfectness.
But thou, that fillest all the room
Of all my love, art reason why
I seem to cast a careless eye
On souls, the lesser lords of doom.
For what wert thou ? some novel power
Sprang up for ever at a touch,
And hope could never hope too much,
In watching thee from hour to hour,
Large elements in order brought,
And tracts of calm, from tempest made,
And world-wide fluctuation sway'd
In vassal tides that followed thought.